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for us. While the others were talking she turned upon me
her questioning 1
" Tell me some news—we have none here. Is it true Com-
rade Kameneff is chasse from England ? How pretty your hair
is, Mademoiselle. Does it curl naturally ? Yes ? Is it true
that Krassin will soon follow ? There is famine—No ?—in
England ? Ah, but there will be soon, when your strike begins.
Have you a mackintosh with you and goloshes ? No ? But you
can buy nothing in Russia. Do you not know that ? No ?
Have you soap ? They will do your washing if you give them
the soap to do it with. Are you going to stay with Comrade
Kameneff in Moscow ? Yes ? Do you know his wife ? No ?
Oh!"
After supper Kameneff presided at a meeting. I remember
sitting for what seemed interminable hours in a big room with
nothing to do, understanding no single word, wondering when it
would end, and what would happen after it, and where we all
would sleep, and whether I would be given a room—etc.
Kameneff was much too busy to be spoken to by me—I dared
not interrupt. I just waited and waited, growing more sleepy
and bored and miserable. I did not yet know that Russians
will talk a night through, nor had my evolution sufficiently
advanced to know that it is not imperative to have a bed to
sleep on if one needs to sleep! To-day under the same cir-
cumstances, instead of sitting upright with aching back, I
would curl up on the floor with a suit-case under my head,
and go to sleep like a Russian, an Arab or a Turk.
Towards midnight the circle broke up, and Gukovski, the
Soviet representative at Reval, a little bent man who had broken
his back in a motor accident, began to throw things into a suit-
case. I wondered sleepily at the pathetic way in which men
do these things, and supposed he was preparing for a journey,
A revolver was thrown in on top of jaeger undergarments. He
looked up and saw me watching, and without pausing in his
" packing " asked what my mission was. I told him. His
little birdlike eyes danced with merriment and his red, pointed
beard jerked spasmodically.
"Do you really think . , . ? " he asked, "that you are
going to get Lenin to sit to you ? "

